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something rumbled in his canvases; in his words also.
Daudet, de Goncourt, and the Bible burned through his
Dutch brain* He had forgotten even how to write Dutch,
and as one has been able to see from the publication of his
letters to his brother he only wrote in French, and that
admirably with an infinity of 'in so far as's/
"In spite of all my efforts to unravel in his disorderly mind a
logical reasoning in his critical opinions, I was not able to
explain to myself all the contradiction that there was between
his painting and his opinions. Thus, for example, he had an
unbounded admiration for Meissonnier and a profound hatred
for Ingres* Degas made him despair and Cezanne was only
a dauber* Thinking of Monticelli made him cry*
"One of the things that annoyed him was to have to allow
me great intelligence whereas I had too small a forehead, a
sign of imbecility. And among all this a great tenderness
or rather a saintly altruism.
"From the first month, I saw our joint finances take on the
same aspects of disorder. What was to be done? The situation
was delicate, the cash-box being modestly provisioned by his
brother employed by Goupil's; on my side in combination
with an exchange into pictures. It was necessary to speak, and
to risk blundering against his great touchiness. It was therefore
only with great precaution and much coaxing, little compatible
with my character, that I touched on the question. I must
admit, I succeeded much more easily than I had thought.
In a box [was put] so much for nocturnal and hygienic prome-
nading, so much for tobacco, so much also for impromptu
expenses, including the rent. On top, a piece of paper and a
pencil for the honest noting down of what each took out of the
cash-box. In another box, the rest of the sum divided into
four parts for the expenses of food for each week. Our little
restaurant was suppressed, and with the help of a little gas oven
I did the cooking while Vincent did the shopping, without
going very far from the house. Once, however, Vincent wanted
to make a soup, but I don't know how he made his mixtures*